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DISDAIN RETURNED

HE that loves a rosy cheek,

Or a coral lip admires,
Or from star-like eyes doth seek

Fuel to maintain his fires;

As old Time makes these decay,                             5

So his flames must waste away.

But a smooth and steadfast mind,

Gentle thoughts and calm desires,
Hearts with equal love combined,

Kindle never-dying fires.                                   10

Where these are not, I despise
Lovely cheeks, or lips, or eyes.

No tears, Celia, now shall win

My resolv'd heart to return;
I have search'd thy soul within,                            15

And find naught but pride and scorn:
I have learn'd thy arts, and now
Can disdain as much as thou.

Some power, in my revenge, convey

That love to her I cast away.                            20

A LOOKING-GLASS

THAT flatt'ring glass, whose smooth face wears
Your shadow, which a sun appears,
Was once a river of my tears.

About your cold heart they did make

A circle, where the briny lake                                    5

Congeal'd into a crystal cake.

Gaze no more on that killing eye,
For fear the native cruelty
Doom you, as it doth all, to die:

For fear lest the fair object move                             IQ

Your fro ward heart to fall in love:
Then you yourself my rival prove.